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Bv W. C. McClelland. 

''Veil, I 11 not fix the blame — 

But It IS sad you never heard 
John Henry Jones declaim. 

Up in the old Society 
We often made it roar, 

But all of us grew mute’as mice 
When “Jonesey” took the floor. 

It did n’t matter what he spoke, 

The common or the rare, ' 

When Jones referred to things, it seemed 
Ihose very things were there! 

He made us see Phil Sheridan — 

We saw that bounding steed j 
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We heard the guns, the clang of hoofs; 
We felt the army’s need. 

Down Balaklava’s war-scorched 
slope, 

Amid the iron rain, 

We saiu six hundred heroes dash — 
A few come back again. 

We never hated any one 
So much, it seemed to me, 

As that crank Jones was storming at 
In “Woodman,spare that tree!” 

I ’ve heard a hundred preachers 
speak. 

But none seemed half so grand 
As Jones did when he made us 
hear 

Bozzaris cheer his band. 


“‘give me liberty or death!’” 


And once wc heard the clank of chains; 

We thrilled; we held our breath; 

And Patrick Henry shouted, “ Hive 
Me Liberty or Death! ” 


Jones always was just Henry Jones 
Each time that he began ; 

But sometimes in tlie second verse 
He seemed another man; 


There’s many a treat in store for you 
(I hope), and joy and fame; 

But still ’t is sad you never heard 
John Henry Jones declaim. 


“‘woodman, spare that tree!’" 
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